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The Empty Table 


Author's Notes: 

| noticed that Nicko wasn't getting a lot of love on here so | decided to fix that a little! 

If you have a request for a Nicko fic, or an Iron Maiden fic, or a band member as a school boy fic, please let 
me know. | aim to please.. ;) 

As always, | do not own any part of Iron Maiden, any members, any music, or otherwise. | also do not own any 


other musicians that make their way into my fics. 


On one end of a cafeteria table on a late October morning, a young boy sat by himself once again. Though he 
was outgoing, he had few friends because he was hyperactive, eccentric, and looked a little unusual from the 
other boys. Not to mention that he had a habit that tended to annoy his peers. He couldn't stop hitting the 
table. No matter where he sat he could not help himself from tapping out a beat that was only in his own 
head. Teachers were annoyed but endeared by him, they hated his constant drumming but were struck by his 
cheerful attitude and eagerness to please. His peers were quite the opposite, rudely straying away from him, 
finding his cheerfulness and eagerness to please more obnoxious than endearing. They hardly took the time to 
get to know him, not sure how to approach this hyperactive, eccentric little boy. So he spent most of his time 
at school alone. He hardly minded. The alone time gave him more time to work on his drumming technique, and 


he never had to sit still and listen to the other kids yammering on about this or that. He did quite well by 
himself, in fact, though he had to admit it got a little lonely sometimes.. 


On the other end of a cafeteria table on a late October morning, a young girl sat by herself once again. Though 
she was outgoing, she had few friends because she was hyperactive, eccentric, and looked a little unusual from 
the other girls. Not to mention that she had a habit that tended to annoy her peers. She couldn't stop herself 
from clapping her hands. No matter where she sat she could not help herself from clapping out a beat that 
was only in her head. Teachers were annoyed but endeared by her, they hated her constant clapping but were 
struck by her enthusiastic attitude and willingness to learn Her peers were quite the opposite, rudely straying 
away from her, finding her enthusiasm and willingness to learn more obnoxious then endearing. They hardly 
took the time to get to know her, not sure how to approach this hyperactive, eccentric little girl. So she spent 
most of her time at school alone. She hardly minded. The alone time gave her more time to not be teased for 
her constant clapping, and she never had to sit still and listen to the other girls yammering on about clothes 
and sleepovers. She did quite well by herself, in fact, though she had to admit it got a little lonely sometimes... 


One day, the young girl noticed the young boy sitting by himself on the other end of the table. Lifting her 
lunch tray, she quietly slid down the table until she was sitting across from him. She enjoyed his drumming 
technique, and knew right away that her clapping tended to happen in the off beats of his taps. She couldn't 
help herself. Before too long, she began clapping between his drumming taps. He hadn't noticed her slide down 
the table, but he noticed the peculiar clapping noises in between his tapping. He looked up at the girl, and 
noticed her grinning, unable to stop clapping even when he stopped tapping. So he changed his pace a little. 
Instead of her clapping between his beats, he tapped between hers. She enjoyed this immensely and began to 
giggle a little. A clever grin crept up on the boy's face as he worked on faster and more complex fills between 
the girl's claps, happy to have made someone laugh. They kept up this way for several minutes, until the lunch 
aide made a louder tap on their empty table. 


"Mr. McBrain? Miss James? Can we communicate through something a little less distracting to the other 
students please?" 


"Yes, Ms. Neal.", both students chimed, unable to hide their giggles. 

With a sigh, the lunch aide walked off. Both students rocked in their seat a little unable to figure out what to 
do with their hands. The girl felt the urge to clap again, never could help it. She tried to distract herself by 
reaching a hand across the table, offering it to the young boy. 

"My name's Alice.", she mumbled across the table. 

"lm Nicko.", he shook her offered hand. 


"| like that name. | also like your drumming", she admitted. 


"| like your clapping. It makes a good cymbal for my drums", he replied. 


She let go of his hand and immediately began a fit of clapping, she couldn't help herself. Nicko laughed, not 
because he was making fun of her, but because he enjoyed watching someone else who could not sit still. She 
wanted to be mad at him for laughing, but couldn't help it, and began laughing instead. The lunch aide darted 
her eyes in their direction, so she tried sitting on her hands. This made her squirm a bit, and she laughed 


harder. So did he. When she finally got herself together, she looked over across the table and smiled. 
"| like you Nicko. Can we be friends?", she asked. 
"Of course, Alice. We can be great friends.", he grinned. 


On that late October morning, two kids that sat on opposite ends of an empty table became a little less lonely. 
They both were hyperactive, and a litle eccentric, and other kids weren't sure what to make of them. They 
tended to spend an awful lot of time alone, which neither of them seemed to mind. But that late October 
morning, the pair found themselves in a place where they would never have to be alone again. All they had to 


do was look at the other end of the empty table. 


